BORODISHIN
with the Russians who had come to the assistance of the
Urumchi Government forces. As for finding out where we
could buy camels, we must make enquiries in the neighbour-
hood the following day. Nobody would hire out camels for
an expedition to regions into which one simply did not go.
In spite of the sense of uncertainty it brought, the day had
been satisfactory beyond all hope. It ended with a dinner of
canard au riz and the good Boro lamenting the poorness of the
reception he was able to offer us. Not even a sheep killed in
our honour! A caravan had brought him word a few days
before that two friends of Gross Bai were on the way to
Arakshatu.
The Story of a Cossack.
Smoking his little Chinese pipe—which held the where-
withal to produce about three puffs of acrid smoke—Boro
told us how he commanded a sotnia of Cossacks under
Annenkov, and how, when his chief abandoned the struggle
against the Bolsheviks and decided to ask the Chinese to
intern his starving, typhus-stricken troops, he, Boro, was
given the task of arranging about accommodation for them.
He knew the Kirghiz language, which bears a close re-
semblance to the Turki language spoken by the Moslem
population of Dzungaria. It was also his business to recover
the money deposited by Annenkov with the Tsarist consul at
Chuguchak. He had no passport and found it very difficult
to slip unnoticed past the Chinese and Bolshevik patrols at
the frontier. Two Cossacks who were sent before him had
been killed. In China he was arrested, but insisted on having
an explanation at the yamen before going to prison. It was
there he had met our Sining friend Lu Hwa-pu. By talking
only of his financial mission he succeeded in obtaining his
release. Then he fled, I think to Kucheng, and without
wasting time on the over-greedy Chinese entered into
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